VINING : Oh, come now... you don't want me to
be coarse, do you ?

WOODLEY : You mean ... you ...

VINING : Exactly. And she has got a friend . . ,
works in Cowle's the drapers. Nice girl . . .
dark-eyed . . . supple-limbed. I'll introduce you
if you like.

WOODLEY : I don't think so^ thanks. (Goes up
to settee for history book.)

VINING : Just as you like, of course.
AINGER : If I took you seriously, Vining . . .

VINING : You would report me to Simmy as
victim number one of the purity campaign. Go
ahead, then... . Here, I must go, I've got a hell
of a lot of extra maths to get up. Think it over,
Woodley. Any Sunday afternoon when there
is nobody about. (Goes.)

[WOODLEY goes to table.

MILNER (rising) : Old Vining knows a thing or

two.

AINGER : I dare say. But it's nine-tenths bluff
and swank.

MILNER : I don't know so much. He's pretty
hot stuff. His pater's rich, you know. Vining's
tinned meats. Lets him do as he likes. Gives him
a latch-key and no questions asked. I wish mine
did. Well, I'm going to change for Nets. Coming,
Woodley ?
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